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Spot illustrations in on:LINE #4 by Matthew Brown 


INTRODUCTION 
from the Fe diter of on: LINE Comics Ant hology ame 


“The best way fo begin is to Say: Ralthus is a painter of whom nothing {is 
known. And now let us have a look at his paintings.” 

This is the best way 1 can begin this issue of on:LIWVE and the artists who 
appear here. Nothing is known about them as they don t have the 
recognition of a Picasso or a Moebius, but: they produce comics and 
drawings from a place of experimentation, pushing boundaries and giving 
life to abstract ideas. 

Art Spiegelman once stated that alternative comix should never be 
commercialized, otherwise they will lose their “edge ; and these artists 
choose to push their comics and drawings to their edge. The only thing 
these artists want to do ts play with a child's outlook and feel free to do 
so, But art always asks for people to watch them play, see what they do 
and hopefully, be acknowledged for who they are. 


So, myself, magnanimous Matthew Brown (publisher), my most humble 
Assistant Editor Charles Hackbarth and more present our work for free to 
you all and hope you find value in it and not base it on how much you 
have to pay for it. 

Maybe | can best state it this way: on:LINE ts an anthology you can 
read on the internet for free and you don t know any of the artists. And 
now let us sit back and click on every page. 


by one who goes by CGhirarédo 


INTRODUCTION 
from the P ublisher of on: LIM ‘So Comics Ant: holt ogy FP 4 


Art isn t new. Just ask the cave painters, the ancient Egyptians, the 
Renaissance masters, the modemists or your five-year-old child, nephew, 
niece or acquaintance. Comics aren t new—Just ask Will Eisner, Charles 
Schulz or Lunda Bary. Computers aren 't hew anymore, and neither ts the 
Intemet even! What is new ts the explosion of colours, lines, textures, 
images and tdeas that pops from the pages you are about fo peruse, 


ii met on: LINE Comics AnthologyH4's amazing Editer Claudio Ghirardo 
and multitalented Assistant Editor Charles Hackbarth through doing 
comics—it s something we share. We all do comics and want to share 
them, and we know people whom we ve brought onboard who didn 't know 
each other before. Ks we broaden our friendship, appreciation and 
exploration of the comics form and adjacent territories, we bring you this 
Juicy platter of tasty graphic treats. The flavours may be Sour, Sweet, 
salty, spicy, crunchy, smooth, gut-wrenching or divine. Please join us! 


Matthew Brown 
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Matthew Brown 


Matthew Brown has participated in the underground comix scenes of 
Toronto and Montreal for more than 25 years. His graphic novels include 
explorations of Mark Rothko, Ornette Coleman, Eric Dolphy, Poopsie the 
Penguin, meditation, architecture school and the end of the world. His 
forthcoming book is an experimental documentary about piano genius 
Thelonious Monk —" 4 


Amazon Author's Profile 


Instagram: 


YouTube: 
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“Monk: WORK" by Matthew 


Whas is that? 


“Monk: WORK" by Matthew Brown, page 3 Cexcerp+) 


“Monk: WORK" by Matthew Brown, page + Ceucerp+) 
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Marc Cohen 


| am an artist, writer and musician born in the United States 
and residing in Toronto, Canada. My creative work explores 
existentially topical themes like alienation, 

dislocation and the construction of selfhood in a shifting 
semantic landscape. My piece “The Water Seller’ is a 
hybrid work that fuses poetic text and hand-drawn imagery 


within the architecture of graphic literature. Drawing its title 
from a painting by Velasquez (which is quoted in one of the 


panels), The Water Seller offers a visual-verbal meditation on 
anomie as informed by history, art history, popular culture 
and contemporary life. 


Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/studio_m.s.cohen/ 


Nothing is sacred in the season of 
doubt. 


Landscapes rubbled with the wreckage of our scattered 
shrines 

Summon our consciousness. 

Speech fails to sustain the mind’s incessant labors, 

The odd, old curiosities that dissipate like twilight glazing 
the hilltops, 

Deforested woodlands and stream beds. 

Strands of history drift like leaves 
upon a current of insouciance. 

Shall we cross into that tenuous terrain? 


Some things defy analysis: 

The touch of sky on a dry 
desert floor 

A naked torso crouching in 
the weeds 

How we bathe in the salt of 

Our tears, and dig 

For roots, each among 

Our peers 
a dead equal. 


The old water seller, conjurer of dreams, is here 
Bearing his wares in marl-gray jars 

Eyes like stars, though less sincere 

Grinning like a rockstar, an idol 

Endowed with the power of motion 


And we pay for them willingly 
With hands outstretched as in 
prayer 
Because we live in times where 
Everything comes with a price 
Because we measure time this 
way 
The only way we know how 
As an aspect of space divisible 
by the appearance 
of movement 
As a promise, an intimation of 
What we believe to be 
that is not. 


I LIKE NONSENSE. 
IT WAKES UP THE BRAIN 
CELLS. 


-DR. SEUSS 
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Arshi Mortuza 


Arshi Mortuza’s minimal use of poetic language is spread over 
the vast expanse of the mythic and the mundane. She whispers 
into the readers’ ears and breathes new life into some frozen 
characters from fairy tales and popular lore. Her readers are 
teased out of their daily routine to experience Arshi’s 
consciousness of being and becoming a woman. Her emotive 
and evocative language takes readers on a journey where they 
can feel the convergence of myth and reality. 


https://www.instagram.com/poetessarshi? 
igsh=MWhpdmhiN2hnOG53dg%3D % 
3D&utm_source=qgr 


https://www.linkedin.com/in/shamael-a-mortuza- 
a9836224b? 

utm_source=share&utm_campaign=share_ via&utm_con 
tent=profile&utm_medium=ios app 


Drawings by 
Charles 
Hackbarth 


Ticket to a Train-wreck 


A train of thoughts ) Pg .. ae CFs, Sos 548 
on broken tracks tS rT tA, ~— ceca 
detouring and derailing 

and there’s no way back. 


I oe ihe 


The train whistling, 
engine blowing, 

wheels bumping 

on the railroad tracks 
and there’s no way back. 


Brakes hissing, 
wheels screeching, 
nighttime descending, 
routes bending. 

A frequent rider -- 

the paranoiac. 
There’s no way back. 


Poems by Arshi Mortuza 
Drawings by Charles Hackbarth 


Medusa’s Spa Day ' Cover a bone 


Cover her eyes 

with cucumber slices — 

it would be inappropriate to be stoned during the job. 
Give her an anti-ageing facial — 

as victim-blaming and 
slut-shaming 

have really become quite archaic. 
Recommend a hot stone massage — 
just for the irony. 

And for Zeus’s sake — 

the woman is due 

for a new hairdo. 

Remove that serpent mane — 

and preserve the snake extensions 
for our next client, Athena. 

Weave Medusa any hairstyle she likes — 
pixie cut blonde, 

wavy balayage, 

layered brunette 

or perhaps red ringlets. 

Tell her she looks beautiful — 
Without holding up a mirror 

to her face. 

Pamper her hands with 

moisturiser and a manicure — 

for they will need their strength 

to carry the heads 

of Poseidon and Perseus. 


Bones 


Humour me for a sec - 

but the skeletons in my closet 

can’t seem to squeeze into the XS jeans no more. 
The weighing scale has been stored away 

but their X-ray visions see through me. 
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I envy those who are allowed to use words like “temple” to 
describe their body. 

I was always taught that my body is not even my own. 

It’s not mine to alter or beautify. 


“Don’t show skin - 

Brownie points if you don’t show hair!” 
“Don't let a man in 

unless you'll birth his heir!” 

Worshippers of this temple 

are therefore few. 

At best my body is a forgotten bag of bones 
buried beneath the earth on which 

a shrine was made for some goddess. 


Sometimes the hollows 
inside my bones echo: 
To marrow and 

to marrow 

and to marrow.... 


Shell I compare thee? 


Shell I compare thee to 
A shell of a woman: 
that Aphrodite, 

A newborn, 

Who’s a patron 

to love and lust. 


Or to a woman in a shell: 
That’s me. 


Quite the opposite of Aphrodite. 


26 years round the sun and 
impregnated with 

an unhealed inner child. 
Unable to shed. 

Unable to grow. 
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Jennifer 
Herbert 


LIPSTICK & DIRTYBOOTS~ 

The flesh and bone of outlaw love! 

“To kiss the rock ’n’ roll sky & to walk the blacktop 
bye 'n’ bye” 


Art and storytelling created by Jennifer Herbert. 


Website: jenniferherbert.com 
Instagram: lipstick_dirtyboots 


JENNIFER HERBERT’ 5 WENSRBY @ MLR 


JENNIFER HERBERT’ Manexcutatk 
~NOT MY LAST RODEO~ 


~THE RETURN OF THE HEALIN’ MAN~ 
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WHISKEY WAITED AT THE CHAPEL /; 
FOR THE PREACHER MAN... 


FLOWERS IN HAND, BOOTS IN THE SAND 
BUT THE PREACHER WAS A NO SHOW 
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SWEET MAGNOLIA HEALED HIM WITH PAPER AND GLUE. HEAVEN MOVED 
TO EARTH AND HELL’S IN A TWIRL... 


NO HURTIN!' SONG TOO... 


“THIS AIN’T NO ROCK SONG OR 
IT’S MY LOVE SONG BABY AND I’M COMING FOR YOU 


JENNIFER HERBERT'S WOOD 
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AND JUST LIKE A 


JOHNNY CASH SONG, 
FIERCE AND STRONG... 


LITTLE SISTER SUZY 
CAME ALONG,READY 


TO WALK THE LINE. 
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THINGS GOT INTERESTING...PLAYED HER 
HAND AND THE ACE OF HEARTS WON. 
ALL SHE KNOWS IS THE WAY IT GOES 
WHEN YOU STAY IN THE CITY OF ANGELS 
WAY TO LONG... 
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~WHISKEY A GO GO ~ 
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AS THE NIGHT STARS FALL, 

I?LL BE THAT LAST SHOT OF Wai pae 

WHISKEY...SO WHISTLE i LE 
LOUD AND MAKE IT PRETTY. 

PREACHER TOOK MY LOVE 

BUT NOT MY MONEY,I’LL GET 

IT BACK...1 PROMISE YOU HONEY. 
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SWEET SUZY POURING 

A COFFEE BLACK 

TO A COLLARED MAN 

HIDING HIS BACK. | 
"WHO'S THIS MEAN : Upp : 
OLD MISTER?"... Ly 
WHISKEY'S EYES <Z 
ON HER FRIES, SS 
AS SHE REPLIES... 

"JUST A PREACHER 

MY SASSY LITTLE 

SISTER..." 


Vince 
Mancuso 


Drawing is magic. The more | learn, the 
more convinced | am that it is true. 


The only thing real is the line, the X,Y, Z of 
it all. 


What you think you see, are just fairy 
tales | like to tell myself. 


Inspired by what | have seen, what | have 
learned, and what | would like to imagine. 


Website: https://vincemancuso.com/ 
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You*re only given a little spark of madness. 
You mustn’t lose it. 


-Robin Williams 
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adam reich 


adam Reich is interested in improvised art forms, with a 
deep love of loose gestures, open-ended symbols, & 
stream-of-conscious storytelling. 

Dark Matter Molasses & Other Recipes for Disaster is a 
collection of interconnected, serial, short stories, that fea- 
tures reoccurring characters in a semi-consistent 
multiverse, so that each idea can develop based on it’s 
own internal logic, while still exploring long-form character 
arcs and complex world building. 

This project includes character sketches, scene 
illustrations, and related surreal drawings and poems, 
some of which have been brought together here to form 
this graphic SAMPLER pack of story fragments. 

Follow this project on instagram 
@DarkMatterMolasses 


adam reich 
artist/ marketing/ events 


Another rotation around the sun, anyone? 


visit my online portfolio on instagram 


https://www.instagram.com/zenmadmonkey? 
igsh=MTIxXOHB2dnBpOWl4aA%3D%3D&utm_source=qr 


~ DARK MATTER MOLASSES 


and Other Recipes for Disaster 


a collection of entangled science fictions by adam reich 


DARK MATTER MOLASSES 


and Other Recipes for Disaster 


a collection of entangled science fictions by adam reich 


SAMPLER PACK 


introductions, excerpts & microfictions 


introducing 


Rear Admiral Lemming 
Dark Matter Molasses 
who we meet in mid-stride, as he retires, so to speak, from 
military service, having been unceremoniously dislodged 
from normative space and time, by being forced to jump 
into a blackhole by his mutinous crew. 


The thickest, darkest, heaviest molasses 
this side of the graviton divide. 

Made exclusively with exotic particles, 
lovingly churned through a rotating 
black hole, and rendered palpable and 
palatable by artisanal metaphysics. 


Guaranteed to both enrich and enliven 
any dessert, while bending the very 
fabric of time and space. z a eee 

Einstein’s Brain in a Jar 
Not recommended for diabetics, 
sucrose-based life-forms, or 
disembodied brains suspended in 
semiotic fluids. 


On the run from the usual 
Unethical Technocratic Empire, 
While simply looking for 

good conversation 


Official Beverage of the Intergalactic and a strong drink. 


Mega-Ant Empire, during their 14th 
Reign of Terror. 


Introducing 


Rear Admiral Lemming 
Einstein’s Brain in a Jar 
Schrddinger’s Cat 


Schrdédinger’s Cat 


thinking outside his box, 

just doing what metaphysical cats do best: 
tearing at the seams of reality, 

between snacks and naps. 


in various fragments, misquotes, & story excerpts 


including the special feature 


Albert's Intergalactic Astroped 


~ DARK MATTER MOLASSES 


and Other Recipes for Disaster 


a collection of entangled science fictions by adam reich 


follow 


Rear Admiral Lemming 
in 


Spaghettification and Black Holes 


The trick to jumping into a rotating black hole, in order to survive and reach 
the (gooey) wormhole at its centre, is to not be ripped apart at the seams 
by the difference in gravitational pull from one side of your body to another. 


There were a number of techniques, all theoretical, many of which were quite 
high tech and involved procuring equipment that Rear Admiral Lemming did 
not think his mind-addled crew would allow him to access and set up, just now. 


Indeed, they seemed quite intent on their mutiny... 


The Cat, The Lemming, and the Astro-schooner 


Lemming stares blankly at the screen, stupefied. Most of his ship’s sensors were 
off-line, and those that remain insisted that the SITUATION was CRITICAL, but would 
not tell him why. 


He was at his wits’ end with this Astro-schooner’s current Al, and would gladly 
overhaul it given the chance and the cash. Now was not the time, however, 
since an almost useless Navigational System was still better than none. 


He couldn't just get out and push. Well, he could, but he would only start drifting 
away in the opposite direction of his ship, and where is any sense in that? 


“There are no directions 

iN soace-time. 

Only intentions.” 

- Rear Admiral Lemming 

From the Late Night Einstein-Lemming Lectures, delivered After Hours 


in the Grand Hall of the Multidimensional Institute of Technocracy, 
Epsilon Outpost Campus, in the year 3547 PEM (Post-Earth Migration) 


~ DARK MATTER MOLASSES 


and Other Recipes for Disaster 


a collection of entangled science fictions by adam reich 


meet 


Einstein's Brain ina Jar 
The Brain in a Jar 7 


Einstein's Brain rolls into the cyber-bar and orders a drink: 
“I'll have a Finch and Lime. Just liff the lid and dump it in!” 
“Sir, you know | can't do that.” 

“Ok, how about a scotch and syrup?” 


The automated barkeep shrugs, and points to a dilapidated sign above the bar rail: 
It Is Illegal to Serve Intoxicating Drinks to Minors, Carbon-based Synthetics, 
Magnesium-Blooded Lizoids, Quasi-Sentient Gases, and Artificially-sustained 

Brains In Fluids, Gels, or Photoelectric-Jelly. 


“I’m sorry, Sir, but as you see, it is forbidden.” 
a dangerous thought (in the loading dock) 


Einstein's brain stormed in its glass jar as it rolled down the long, metal corridor, reasoning: 


What almost everyone had failed to notice was this: at its peak, the soeed of thought 
was several times the speed of light, and thus was also subject to 
the time dilation effect of the theory of relativity. 


This immediately explained many things: such as how it was possible to dream of 
several years’ passage in mere micro-moments. 


This also meant: quick witted people’s minds didn’t just think faster, 
they moved faster, through time. This effect was very slight of course, 
but also accumulative. 


“God doesn’t play dice. 

The Dice, as if turns out, play god... 

and they are usually loaded.” 

- Albert Einstein’s Brain in a Jar 

Bumper sticker campaign in 2532 AD, promoting his recently published 


compendium of theoretical metaphysics & auto-biographical musings, 
entitled: Without a Lid: Non-being is a Jar Ajar 


~ DARK MATTER MOLASSES 


and Other Recipes for Disaster 
a collection of entangled science fictions 


by adam reich 


encounter 
Schrdédinger’s Cat 
in 
Schrddinger’s Cat, a character study 


Schrdédinger’s Cat was both alive and dead, and he knew it. 


Cats are naturally cocky, egotistical, demanding, self-centred, aloof, and 
dismissive, all of which are in part the psychological side effects of having 
nine lives. 


Schrdédinger’s Cat simultaneously existed and didn’t exist, which meant 
death was just a transitory state and essentially irrelevant. 

He was impossible to pin down or define, and the normative laws of 
causality did not apply to his actions. 


IN essence, a paradox of purr and fur. 


In one moment he was lying lovingly in your lap sharing some sun, 
and in the next moment, he was gone, having dissolved into shadow, 
nowhere to be seen. 


Schrdédinger’s Cat was simultaneously the beloved, adorable mascot of 
theoretical physics, yet also one of its most frequently misunderstood members. 


He was getting used fo if. 
They were getting used to him. 


“You don't mind if | un-Be, for a bit, do you? 
Nothing personal. 

This is just immensely boring.” 

- Schrddinger’s Cat 

Said one afternoon just before popping out of normative existence; 


leaving his companions’ mouth agape in mid-sentence, 
staring into a thin air that tasted like salted mackerel. 
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special feature (complete short fiction) 


Albert's Intergalactic Astroped 


A long, thick, plush, red velvet, heated 

seat that rose high in the back and kept the 

frost at bay. Low-riding, wrap-around handle bars 
that made steering effortless and were good for 
stunts. And chrome! As much excess chrome as 
possible without impeding basic functionality or 
further reducing mobility. 

Einstein grins internally. 


Nothing like feeling the solar wind 
thru your virtual hair. 


Of course, in the final analysis, 
the true value of any vehicle 
lies in its driver. 


ll 


Albert's Intergalactic Astroped was an 
antique earth motorbike he retrofit with 
an advanced jet steam engine of his own 
design, which was perfect for low cost 
planet hopping. Requiring only a few litres 
of common fluid like water or alcohol, 

it could travel up to 4.2 light years before 
requiring refuelling. It’s high efficiency 
and flexible fuel source outweighed it’s 
comparatively slow speed. 


It was also just a sweet ride. 
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Albert's Intergalactic Astroped 


cont’d 


Albert pops Hendrix into the player, kicking the Astroped 

into high gear as the first solo begins to take flight. He coasts on a high 
banking curve of space-time for a few light minutes, carving an oblique 
angle across the gurgling crest of quantum foam. He catches a passing 
heavy solar flare heading his way, which by flying in its wake allows him 
to double his soeed while conserving fuel. Approaching Jupiter 4, he 
reverse dives off the tip of the flare, re-enters the riptide of the standing 
gravity wave with an inverse, spiralling barrel roll through its hollow, 
thereby wrapping the Astroped in a warm blanket of anti-gravitons. 


Albert thus slingshots around the gas giant, using its rotational energy to quintuple his 
own speed, and races out into intergalactic space on the lip of this excited quantum 
wave, stray particles spraying Albert's jar glass with brief streaks of blue-white light like 
fireflies. It is at this point in the solo that Jimi sets his guitar on fire and the crowd goes wild. 
Another perfectly timed maneuver, reminding Albert of his youth. No, he hadn't 

lost his touch, not yet anyway: some things age poorly, some things age slowly, and 
others do not age at all. 


An experienced space-time surfer like Albert learns a few tricks over the years, and it is in 
momenis like this, with reality bending around his cylindrical form, as he approaches near 
impossible speeds, fuelled solely by a cup of water and his wits, that he is truly happy. 


Somewhere deep within his mind’s phantom body, the brain in a jar smiles widely and wildly. 


As the Astroped heads out of the solar system and into 
deep space, Albert double-checks the most recent 
star charts, compensates for a tachyon cloud that was 
passing through the area, and makes a minor 

- adjustment of a few degrees to the left, so that 

they are pointed directly towards the Dog Star. 


Now he can relax for a few light weeks and 
just enjoy the tunes and the view, 

and run a handful of 
thought experiments 
he had been saving 
for some down time. 
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Proxima B 
the Jet Fuel Cafe 
the Martian Institute 
of Technology (M.I.T.) 
the Off-World Sushi Emporium 


& other intergalactic venues 
worthy of note 


MEET 
the dyson sphere salesman 
the monster hunter 


a man with Transparent Hands 
& others travellers who are 
forced to rise above their station 
in the pursuit of survival 
Albert aboard the I.S.S. interconnected 
short stories 
microfictions 
mis/quotes 
absurd recipes 
inverted theories 
obscure technologies 
Unusual life-forms 
surreal illustrations 
impractical blueprints 
consistent characters 
in an inconsistent multiverse 
& SO MUChH more 


learn how to make 

Big Bang Jam 

Quanta-Cake 

Sentient Wormhole Slurry Curry 
D’eep S'pace S'mores 
Schrddinger’s Casserole 


Fractal Stew 
& other metaphysical repasts 


Just like reality itself, 
this series is a 


work in progress... 


follow this project on instagram @darkmattermolasses — 


A 


Tasha Vetka 


Tattoo artist, 
illustrator, 
nonsense enthusiast. 


In my art, | explore how imagination and 
reality intertwine, shaping one another in 
surprising ways. Our thoughts blur the 
lines between what's imagined and what's 
real, often with striking impact. I'm 
intrigued by how ideas born in our minds 


can assert themselves so powerfully in 
the world around us. 


Instagram: @multiversicon 
Facebook: multiversicon 
tiktok: multiversicon 


Website: www.multiversicon.com 
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Charles Hackbarth 


Charles Hackbarth wears many hats. Artist, writer, podcaster, designer 
of Tarot cards, healer, mystic, inter-dimensional interloper, father, 
brother, restless soul searcher. No longer able to see, the blind artist 
makes a deal with a prolific elephant. This story is played out daily, in 
hidden corners around the world. 


Website: http: //www.charleshackbarth.com/ 


https: //www.instagram.com/charleshackbarth/ 
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Charles Hackbarth 


Vision is the art of secing what is invisible 
To others. 


Jonathan Swift 


Mark Adair 


Toronto artist Mark Adair has been 
exhibiting since the 1980's. His ongoing 
interest in environmental issues is reflected 
in the Death Drinks series which originated 
in the late 1990's and has grown into an 
extensive body of work consisting of 
hundreds of drawings, paintings and 
sculptures. Death Drinks is a vehicle for 
Adair's amazement and growing insecurity 
about our collective inability to manage our 
behaviour in this tired old world. 


https://www.markadair.ca/ 
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Dennis Corrigan 


A contemporary American surrealist, Dennis Corrigan was born in 1944 
in Lakewood, New Jersey, and raised with his four brothers in Toms 
River, New Jersey. He attended Philadelphia College of Art (now 
University of the Arts) where he received a BFA in Illustration in 1966. 
Then, after a three-year stint in the Navy, he earned an MFA in Painting 
from Tyler School of Art, Temple University in 1972. His first major 
exhibitions took place in 1972 and since that time his art has received 
worldwide recognition with his work included in such institutions as the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York, the Brooklyn Museum, 
Philadelphia Museum of Art, the San Francisco Museums of Art, the 
Newark Museum of Art, the California Legion of Honor, the Library of 
Congress, Washington, D.C., and the Arts CouDenys Bionicle of Great 
Britain. During his career, Dennis Corrigan has received illustration 
commissions from the New York Times, New York Magazine, RCA 
Records, Pan American Airways and others. He has also written and 
illustrated various books, The Amusement Park, The Spotter, and True 
Love Knows No Boundaries. 


Website: denniscorrigan.com 


https://www.instagram.com/corrigandennis/ 
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N DANCIN 
SHOES 2! 


BUT MINUTES LATTER, HE BECOMES BATSHIT 


DURING BREAKFAST, TINY HORACE INCOHERENT, AS AN ENORMOUS WASP SUCKS 


AS DARK SETTLED UPON THE SWAMPS, WE BOOKED A 
COUPLE OF ROOMS IN A SMALL HOTEL LOCATED ON 


DAD ENDED UP SPENDING THE HOLIDAYS IN AFTER VISITING THE INSTITUTE, WE DECIDED 
A * TO SHARE A TINY BOWL OF PARTIALLY PURIFIED 
NEE Sn Ll Dene eDy eater THE EDGES OF SANITY, FELL ASLEEP, AND BROKE WIND 


ELEANOR ROOSEVELT IMPERSONATOR. ASSWATER WITH A FAMILY OF HAPPY SWAMP CRETANS. |) 0 
THE END 


| believe the best way to express myself is the medium of 
comics. The combination of visual and literary arts allows me 
to play with multiple elements in communicating my vision. | 

am working on my first graphic novel while producing shorter 
pieces like "Poetry in Motion", to keep me moving ahead. 


Website: naomireid.com 
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uttan 


| draw comics for fun and to get worries off my 
chest. I've always been drawing and writing. It's 
a lot of work, and little reward, but there you are. 
| find that ink absorbs a lot of anger, and lets you 
laugh at things that would have you crying 
otherwise. 


Website: Http://mruttan.ca 
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victoR gad 


Wit, absurdity, whimsy and nonsense are not only 


my take on life, they are part of my survival kit. 


I love linguistic ambiguities, overlapped meanings, 
exaggerated literal translations, deconstructed 
metaphors. 


I challenge what 1 see. 


I apply irony and contradictions to create 


| dissonance. 


| I provoke my viewer to question the stereotypes we 


all create and live with. 


ROUGHLINEs 
by victoR gad 
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Claude Bolduc 


Quebec-based artist Claude Bolduc, began 
painting as a self-taught artist on January 4, 
1987. Bolduc also acquired Swiss nationality 
in Geneva, where he lived from 1997 to 2010. 
Bolduc has exhibited his works in Montreal, 
Toronto, Miami, New York, Paris, London, 
Berlin, Geneva, Florence, Melbourne. His 
work can be found in collections around the 
world. 


Bolduc’s pictorial universe is complex, 
populated by strange figures, with a 
mysterious and indefinable modus operandi. 
His work draws on a broad range of 
ethno-cultural heritage including mythology, 
paganism, and Judeo-Christian imagery. 
Within each of Bolduc’s paintings, 

one can see the eternal dance/struggle 
between Eros and Thanatos. 


https://www.claudebolduc.com/ 
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Claude Bolduc: The Eternal Battle 
between Eros and Thanatos 


WHO LOOKS OUTSIDE, 
DREAMS; 
WHO LOOKS ENSEDE, 
AWAKENS. 


“CARL JUNG 
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CGhirardo 


I prefer not to think about a concept or story but rather 
let my unconscious give me a story and then I do it. I 
like experimenting with the comics medium and use 
other techniques (watercolour painting, pencil, inks, 
digital, and other stuff) and see what I can do with it. 
My focus is not to tell a story but “how” to tell a story. 


Website: https://ghirard-stra. wixsite.com/cghirardo 


Webcomic: https://paintedcomic. wordpress.com/ 


Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/cghirardo64/ 


Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/CGhirardo64/ 
Twitter: @cghirardo 


Where to buy my comics: 
https://cghirardo-comics.square.site/? 
fbclid=IwAR2pq9PKw9SHwmfuZ VJmD2aE7Z13 qwJ 
aPTtz8JCJStMe uQHrvrd2LiAnTg 
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We artists can only go so faras the people can 
Follow us. We are not alone, we are part of the 
system. We can take risks, but if you want to go to 
the peak of your consciousness, you may very well 
find yourself alone. Even if you know how to 
translate what you see, maybe only ten people will 
be able to understand what you tell. But, if you 
have faith in your vision, and retell it again and 
again, you will start noticing that, after a time, more 


people will begin to catch up with you. 


~Moebius (Jean (3iraud) 


